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Summary: What if Mo Hwa Ran messed up someone else's life? What if 
Tae Kyung had a sister he never knew about? what if his sister was 
recently orphaned with nowhere else to go? Would A. 11 accept the gir 
or would they treat her like everyone else does? 


1 . Chapter 1 

Name: Pogi Hana (abandoned one) 

Age: 16 

Looks: short curly red hair, hazel eyes, pale skin 
Nationality: English-Korean 

Birth: born and raised in England with her father. Date: April 
1st 

Info: from a young age Pogi Hana knew her place. She was bullied in 
school, abused at home, life seems to just hate Pogi Hana. That is 
until she found joy. Ever since she could read, Pogi would go to the 
local library and learn. She loved learning and would read for hours 
It didn't matter the subject, no matter what it was she would read 
it. Her favorite? Music. She loved anything music. Instruments, 
composing, writing... if it was music you could find her learning it. 
When she was just 7 years old she was able to write masterful 
compositions and would keep each song locked away in a file cabinet 
in the library where people loved her. 

Likes: anything music, cats, the library, learning 

Dislikes: bullies, her father, yelling/violence 

This is a 'you're beautiful' fan fiction. All rights go to those who 
who have them, I am in no way the owner of these characters so don't 
be silly. 



Chapter 1: Pogi Hana's Pov 


I sang quietly to myself as I walked home from the library. Today was 
the same as every other. Wake up, make dad food, go to school get 
bullied, go to the library to help students and teachers alike with 
their work, and go home only to get beaten by dad. Same routine 
everyday for years. With a sigh I finished the song that I had been 
singing and continued to walk in silence. It was dark and I knew it 
was dangerous to be out this late but I had wanted to stay late today 
so I missed the bus. Oh well. Gripping my bag on my shoulder tightly 
I kept my pace forward. 

Once I reached my home, I walked around back and slid through my open 
window expertly. I found at a young age that it was safer to just 
come through the window so I always left it open and would just pop 
the screen on and off. Tossing my bag on my mattress I walked to my 
closet and pulled out some pajamas. Changing I threw my dirty clothes 
into a bag and grabbed my wallet. Turning I slid through my window 
again and made my way to the laundry place a couple blocks away. It 
was a 24 hour place so I took my time walking there. 

When I arrived I found an open washer and threw my clothes in and 
paying the regular cost to start my load. I sat down and began my 
half hour wait for my wash, after that I moved the load into an open 
dryer and again sat down to wait. "Here late again I see." I turned 
towards the voice and smiled seeing the owner of the place. He was a 
kind older man in his early 50s. Quickly, I nodded my head and turned 
my body to face him. He smiled and walked over taking a seat beside 
me. "How have you been lately? I have been wondering when i'd get to 
see your pretty face around here again." I giggled at his words 
before replying. "Just been busy I suppose." 

We talked until my laundry was done and I had to say goodbye. The 
walk home was quick as I was getting tired and by the time I made it 
home it had to be sometime around midnight. Slipping through my 
window again and tossed my clothing bag into the corner of my small 
room and collapsed on my mattress. I could hear my father stumbling 
through the halls and turned over to ignore it. Suddenly there was 
banging on my door. "Little brat! I know you're in there! Open up!" 
my father's slurred voice rang through my room and I let out a sigh. 
Here we go again. Same thing every night. The banging on my door got 
louder and to my surprise and shock the door burst open. There he 
stood. The man that filled my nightmares each night. My father was 
about 40 years of age and was a true blooded Englishman. His green 
eyes and red hair a dead give away to our heritage. Here in England 
it was a very common thing to have a man like him stumbling around 
drunk and unfortunately here he stood in my room. 

"Hello father." I put on a smile and bowed my head in false respect 
to him. I could hear his footsteps as he made his way over to me. A 
sudden cold metal placed on my shoulder before a searing pain rushed 
through my body. A knife. Stumbling to my feet I gripped the fresh 
mark as blood pooled through my body and down my chest. "You stupid 
little girl, you think I wouldn't notice? Do you think I'm stupid?!" 
he yelled as he lunged forward again with the bloodied knife. I 
quickly jumped away and moved to position myself to run for the door 
if needed. 

"Well I'm not stupid, I found out your secret. I know you're hiding 



money. I know you have a job so give it to me. Give me your money you 
selfish rat!" he yelled lunging for me again and again making me 
dodge each attack. I was by the window again and my screen popped out 
easily. With a scared smirk I jumped and swung my body through the 
window and back into the yard. Looking up I could see my father's 
angry look through where I had jumped and just like that he 
disappeared . 

With a sigh I made my way to the street to figure out where to go for 
the night to wait until I could sneak in and get my stuff. That is 
however until the sound of the front door opening rang through the 
quiet night. Turning around I saw my father walking out of the house 
with the same knife. He does not usually pursue me like thisa€| "you 
aren't going to get away this time girl." he made his way over to me 
as I stood my ground. 

I could run if I needed to so I might as well stay here to make sure 
he doesn't do anything really stupid. "I won't say it again... give me 
your money pogi hana." he said sounding a bit more sober as he used 
my name. I sighed and shook my head. "Why not?" I thought about his 
words for a moment too long as he suddenly took charge. Knocking me 
over onto my back he grabbed a handful of my hair and began hitting 
my head on the pavement . 

Each smack rattled my head and jarred my thoughts into a jumbled 
scrambled to get this man off of me. My vision blurring and my head 
pounding I was able to push him far enough from me to scramble to my 
hands and knees. As I tried to get my thoughts together I was rushed 
again but this time with the knife. A harsh pain flew across my face 
making my instincts kick in. with hope of protecting myself, I put my 
hands in front of myself as the knife continued to slash at me. 
Suddenly everything stopped. 

I was grabbed by hands and pulled away I tried fighting but the hands 
were too strong. My body burned, slashes littering my body and I felt 
cold. My head was pounding and I could only see blurred outlines from 
one eye. Blue and red lights flashed around me as voices were yelling 
things around me. I could feel myself being moved but I couldn't stop 
them. Just like that my head succumbed to the numbness encircling my 
body and I lost conciseness. 


2 . Chapter 2 

Chapter 2: Mo Hwa Ran ' s Pov 

I sighed as I swirled the bourbon in my glass around and around. On 
tv was Tae Kyung and his band as they were playing a concert live. My 
Tae Kyung... I lifted the glass to my lips letting the contents spill 
into my mouth and burn my throat. With a content sigh I sat the glass 
down and went to the kitchen for the bottle to refill my glass. 
Suddenly the phone rang making me shake my head in 
annoyance . 

Filling my cup I let the phone ring and go to the answering machine. 

I was not in the mood for talking with anyone. Just then the phone 
began again scratching at my nerves. With an unladylike growl I 
reached over and picked up the nuisance to look at the number. Dont 
know, dont care. I placed it back down and went back to watching the 
concert when there was a knock at my door. "Come in." I spoke quietly 



hoping the person would not hear and just go away but sadly the sound 
of the door opening proved my hopes wrong. 


"Miss, you have a phone call on line 3. They say it's urgent." my 
secretary spoke softly, voice level as to not annoy me. "Tell them 
I'm busy." I say not caring at the moment. "I'm sorry Miss but they 
say they really need to talk to you." he responded again making me 
rub my temple. "Fine." I growled and waved my hand for him to leave. 

I picked up the phone and answered the waiting caller. 

"Hello? Miss Mo Hwa Ran?" a male voice spoke over the phone. "Yes, 
who is this?" I asked quickly trying to find out who was so 
insistent. "My name is Dr. Roberts from St. Joseph Hospital in 
England." he responded. Instantly I straightened myself out and 
focused on the call. "Would it be alright if I ask you a few 
questions?" I nodded then realised he couldn't see and replied with a 
affirmative yes. 

"On 1998, April 1st did you give birth to a young girl?" I froze 
hearing his words. The words I never wanted to hear. It was 
about... her. "Why are you asking this?" I asked in a whisper. I 
thought I had gotten rid of those two so why... why was this man 
asking about that girl? "Ma'am we believe your daughter is here in 
our hospital. Please, can you confirm or deny this statement?" he 
asked . 

If I confirmed it was my daughter I could fix that mistake and rid 
myself of those haunting nightmares of her crying out to me for 
leaving her. However if I deny this then I would never know why I was 
contacted. She could be dying for all I know. "I-I confirm." I said 
hesitantly. There was a sigh of relief on the other end of the phone 
before the doctor began talking again. "Thank goodness. She is not 
alone. Miss Ran your daughter has been in the hospital for the last 
month in a coma. There was an incident concerning her and her father 
Alexander Mathews. Mr Mathews has passed away and we did a blood test 
to see if she had any other family and here we are. Im very sorry." I 
held my breath for moment letting it sink in. An incident with Alex? 
What has he done now? He's dead... that means the girl is alone... no 
she has me. 

"Is she awake? Can I speak with her?" I questioned. "No, I'm sorry 
Miss but she is still unconscious." I sighed again. "Excuse me, but 
might I know her name?" I asked curiously. If I am going to be 
involved in her life from now on I needed to know what to call her. 
"Pogi Hana." I froze again, my gaze hardening on the wall before me. 
Pogi Hana? He dared to call her such a name? How could he?! Abandoned 
one... my daughter ... the abandoned one. Suddenly there were sounds on 
the other side of the phone and voices cheering and yelling. 

"She has woken up, I have to go and check her vitals. Is it alright 
if I call again later to speak with you on this further?" my gaze 
softened. She was awake. "Of course." there was silence then a beep. 
He hung up. My daughter the abandoned one. What have I done? Putting 
the phone down I sighed and wiped the tears that had slipped from my 
eyes. Glancing over I saw the concert was over and sighed again. Tae 
kyung and Pogi Hana. 

(Pogi Hana ' s pov) 

I woke up to a bright light surrounding me. My head was pounding and 



my body ached all over. Opening my eyes again I brought my hands up 
to rub them but stopped. There in my right arm were ivs and as my 
left hand touched where my left eye should be there was cloth. That's 
when I realized... I was in a hospital. My left eye was wrapped in 
bandages and my arm had fluids dripping down. 

To my right was a steady beeping sound and when I looked I saw I was 
hooked up to a heart machine. Why was I here? How had I gotten here? 

I tried to remember what had happened but all I could remember was 
pain. Then it struck me like a truck. My father had attacked me with 
a knife. Looking around franticly I relaxed seeing he wasn't there. 

He would be furious with me if he found me here. 

Maybe neighbors found me and took me here... or maybe dad felt bad for 
once and took me here when he sobered up... yeah that wouldn't happen. 
With a sigh I began taking out the ivs and removing the cords on my 
chest making the machine flip out. Instantly there was a nurse in the 
doorway a worried look on her face. When she saw me however her worry 
changed to joy. "Oh! You're awake! Please stay put and I'll go get 
the doctor." she smiled and ran off. 

I chuckled and shook my head before swinging my legs over the side of 
the bed and standing. My legs wobbled and buckled but after a minute 
I was able to stand right. I began stretching my sore muscles and 
looked down at myself. I was in nothing but a hospital gown. Great. 
Suddenly the door opened and a man stood there with a broad smile. I 
smiled back at him. "Hello. I'm doctor Robets. Please take a seat. He 
said waving back towards the bed I woke up in. Obeying his command I 
sat and waited patiently for him to speak. "Right, well Miss Mathews, 
please-" I interrupted him putting up a hand. "I never received my 
father's last name by his choice. It's just Pogi Hana sir." he nodded 
hesitantly before smiling again. 

"Right, I'm sorry. Miss ... Hana ... how are you feeling?" he asked. I 
thought for a moment feeling my body for any pain but only my head 
hurt so that's exactly what I told him. He nodded and wrote it down 
in a clipboard he had before walking up to me and taking my vitals. 
"Alright, your vitals are great. I just have a few questions for 
you." he then questioned me with things like what I remembered and 
silly questions like the year and such. 

I answered everything to the best of my ability. When he was done he 
said it was my turn to ask what I wanted. "Okay, where is my father?" 
I asked and immediately regretted it by the look on the doctor's 
face. "I'm so sorry Miss Hana, your father took his life a few days 
after your admittance to the hospital." I sighed and shook my head 
with an emotionless chuckle surprising the doctor. 

"I'm not surprised. If what you say is true and he was arrested and 
all the evidence he tried so long to cover up is out then he would 
not be able to handle it. His pride and his freedom gone. It's just 
like the coward he was." the doctor watched me carefully before 
nodding in understanding. "My next question would be why my eye is 
covered like this?" I asked placing my hand over the bandaging. 

He sighed and nodded before telling me to wait one moment. He walked 
out and the nurse from earlier walked in with a rolling cart. They 
walked over and the nurse began removing the bandages and gently 
placed a cream over some of my skin. I kept my eye closed until they 
said I could open it and when I did I froze. Nothing. I couldn't see 



anything out my eye. I tried closing my other eye and tried to make 
sure it was open with my hands but to no avail. 


I could not see from my eye. Tears welled up in my eyes and stung 
them. Hesitantly, I looked up and the nurse and doctor who were 
looking down at me with sadness. Not pity but true sadness. 

"Can... can I see?" I asked. They shared a look before the nurse 
handed me a mirror. Looking into it I froze. My once hazel colored 
eye was now a soft blue with a dark blueish-blackish colored streak 
across it matching up with a scar that ran across my temple to the 
start of my nose. I sighed out sadly and placed the mirror on my lap 
closing my eyes. 

I could hear the nurse and doctor start whispering and the door 
opened and closed and the nurse and cart were gone. I looked up at 
the doctor and gave a fake smile. "Will I ever be able to see from it 
again?" I whispered. He shook his head and my heart dropped. I nodded 
and closed my eyes again. "Can I please be alone for awhile? Please?" 
I asked. There was a shuffle of steps and the door once again opened 
and closed. Opening my eyes I looked around to make sure I was alone. 
When I saw I was I let everything out. All of my emotions poured out 
with silent sobs as I curled up and held my knees to my chest. This 
is my new life. . .why. . .why is it always me? 


3 . Chapter 3 

Chapter 3: Tae kyung ' s pov 

I sat in the chair in our dressing room backstage after the concert 
as Coordi fixed our make up for the fan meet afterwards. Coordi 
finished with me and moved onto the bouncing Jeremy as he tried 
calming down after the concert. Rolling my eyes at him I turned to 
the mirror to check if everything was in place, that is until my 
phone rang. Looking over at it I picked it up and answered. "Hello?" 
there was a soft sniffle on the other end before the person 
spoke . 

"Hello Tae Kyung. I watched your concert. You did great." I froze and 
hardened my gaze. Mother. "What do you want?" I asked in annoyance. 
The others quieted down and watched me curiously but I couldn't give 
a care for them at the moment. "Tomorrow, someone very important is 
flying in from england and I wanted to tell you." she spoke as though 
she had been crying and drinking both. I growled in frustration. "Are 
you going to tell me who or what?" I asked. There was another pause 
as she thought through her words . 

"Your sister." I froze, my breathing hitched and my eyes widening. 
"I-i don't have a sister ... right ? " I questioned. The silence after 
that said it all and I clenched my fists in anger. "Why didn't you 
tell me?! Why are you bringing this up now? Why are you telling me 
this?!" I yelled now standing from my seat. "I left her with her 
father years ago . . . I got news earlier that her father has passed and 
they called me. I'm to take custody of her now. Therefore I wanted to 
tell you... just incase you wanted to meet her." mother's voice faded 
again as she sniffled more. 

"No, no I don't care about your mess. How many more time are you 
going to screw up?! I don't care about you and I don't care to meet 
this girl either. So leave me out of it!" I yelled then hung up. I 



stared down before slamming the phone down and storming out of the 
room past the others who were trying to talk to me and calm me. I 
stormed over to the porch area and stood slamming my hands against 
the railing. 

Why?! Why would she do this?! How could she think I ' d be okay with 
this?! I sighed and ran my hand over my face to try to calm down. 

Time passed in silence as I thought over everything and took in the 
information that had been forced on me. There was a gasp and suddenly 
I was being embraced by someone. I was about to push them off until 
they spoke. "Hyung-nim . . . what ' s wrong?" Go Mi Nyu ' s voice whispered 
in my ear making me smile and turn in her gentle embrace and wrap my 
arms around her as well. 

"What are you doing here?" I asked avoiding her question making her 
sigh. "Shin Woo called me. He said that it was something about your 
mother so I came here to see you. Now what happened?" she asked 
again. Stubborn as always ... I will have to thank Shin Woo though. 
"I... she called and told me something I didn't like." I answered 
hoping she would let it slid. Which of course her being her she 
didn't. "What did she say now?" I chuckled at how her voice hardened 
hearing about my mother upsetting me and decided it best to just tell 
her . 

"She told me I have . . . a sister." I spoke. Just hearing myself say 
that sounded foreign to my ears. I didn't like it but it's not like 
it was the girl's fault that mother did this. If there is anyone to 
be angry with its mother. Go Mi Nyu had gasped and sat in silence 
taking in my words. "That ' s ... rather unexpected." she whispered 
stunned. I chuckled again with a nod. "You're telling me, what's 
worst is that the girl is coming here to South Korea tomorrow from 
England." I admitted. 

"England? Why was she there?" Mi Nyu asked confused now. "Apparently 
mother left her there with the girls father, now the father is dead 
the girl is coming here to be in mother's custody." Mi Nyu nodded 
after a moment and turned to me with a small smile. "What's so bad 
about that? You have a sister? I know I love and would do anything 
for Mi Norn so i'm sure she can't be so bad. I mean if she's like you 
then I'm sure you two will get along great!" Mi Nyu said happily 
trying to lighten the mood. 

It worked and I found myself chuckling at her antics. "I'm sure 
you're right Mi Nyu. Come on, let's go back to the dorms. Its gotten 
late." she smiled and nodded standing and holding out a hand for me. 

I smiled at her and took her hand in mine and stood. We walked 
through the halls and found Shin Woo, Jeremy, and Mi Norn standing 
there waiting for us. When they spotted us I nodded to Shin Woo who 
smiled and nodded understanding my silent thanks and just like that 
we walked out to the van. 

Shin woo ' s pov 

"What just happened?" Jeremy asked confused. Tae Kyung had yelled at 
the person on the phone and stormed off pissed. I shrugged my 
shoulders looking at the door where he had disappeared and spoke up. 
"I'm not sure but he seemed angry as hella€|" I mumbled the last bit 
and began walking forward to look down the hall he had gone down. 
"You're not thinking of following him are you?" Mi Nom asked in 
worry. I chuckled and shook my head walking back in. "No, I don't 



feel like taking on his anger." I spoke making him chuckle as well. 
"What do we do now? We can't just do the fan meet without him." 

Jeremy said. "We are going to have to. It's not like we haven't done 
it before. I'm just worried about him." I admitted to the two beside 
me . 

They nodded in agreement and looked around in thought. "What if we 
call my sister? She is always able to calm him down. I'm sure she 
wouldn't mind either since she is not doing anything tonight." I 
nodded and pulled out my phone. Opening it I called Mi Nyu ' s number 
and after three rings she answered. "Shin Woo-hyung?" I smiled at her 
voice. "Hey Mi Nyu, something happened with Tae Kyung and he stormed 
off in anger after a call with someone... I think it was his mother." 

I spoke calmly and I could hear her sigh on the other end of the 
phone. "I really don't like her... I 'll be there in 5 minutes, you 
guys are at the studio right?" she asked. "Yes. Thank you Mi Nyu." 
there was shuffling and she mumbled a soft 'no problem' before 
hanging up. "She said she's on her way." I said to the guys. They 
nodded and grabbed their things and I grabbed mine and Tae Kyung ' s . I 
hope Mi Nyu can help Tae Kyung... I've never seen him so angry before, 
yet he seemed so... hurt too. 


End 
f ile . 



